CHAPTER X
THE PROPHET'S MANTLE
ONE afternoon, early in December 1913, Olga rushed
into Madame Mociusko's room, and threw her arms
round Madame's neck. " Grannie, darling> isn't it
wonderful ? "
<c What's wonderful, pet ? "
cc Why, Maestro says I'm to pky at his pupils* Christmas
concert. You know he only selects his most advanced
students for this show, and what do you think Fm to
pky ? " Olga punctuated her remarks with a further
hug. "Guess!"
" I couldn't. You know so many pieces that my poor
head can't remember the names of half of them* I
expect, though, that it's something by Liszt, for though
I don't understand a very great deal about piano pkying,
it always seems to me that you pky Liszt's music better
than anyone else's."
" Well, your guess is partly tight. Maestro says Fm
to play the Second Hungarian Rhapsody as my solo, you
know the one, it's mummy's favourite. But Fm almost
more delighted that Fm to play Maestro*s new concerto
for piano and orchestra. I do love it so, it makes me
feel I never want to be naughty any more," Olga
hummed the principal subject of the finale, which Petroff
himself described as his appeal to destiny.
Olga was sturdy and well grown and, although not
quite thirteen, looked older than she was. Her hair
had changed from the gold of babyhood to the colour
of ripe corn, that emphasized the deep violet of her
eyes, in which blended grey and brown hues inherited,
respectively, from father and mother. " I wish Mummy
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